,4	THE  MEMOIRS  OF JACQUES   CASANOVA
for news of the family, answered in a fawis I did not
understand.
By and by the concierge himself appeared. I asked after
his wife and his daughter, but at this last word his eyes filled
with tears.
What,5 cried I, 'is she dead?'
Would to God she were!'
'Why do you speak so? What has happened to tier?'
'She has eloped with Count Daniel's courier, and we clo
not even know where she is.'
His wife came in at that moment and joined her lamenta-
tions to his, and seeing that I sincerely shared in their grief,
they told me it was but eight days since she had left them.
CI know the courier, 1'Aigle,' said I, 'he is a scoundrel.
Did he ask your permission to marry her?'
fNot he, for he knew we should never grant it.'
'But I cannot understand Lucy's caring for him!'
'He must have bewitched her. She first met him about
a month after your departure.'
'Does no one know where they are ? *
'No one; and God knows what the villain will do with
W
Feeling every bit as sad as these honest folk could fed, T
went out into the woods and spent a long morning in reflec-
tions, which all, good and bad alike, began with StV 'If*
I had arrived a week earlier, Lucy would have confided in
me; 'if I had not trifled with her she would have been less
susceptible; 'if she had never known me—! I was
wretched, for I felt that I had been the agent of her mis-
fortune. Had I known in what direction to look for her, I
would have set off at once, but I had no clue to her where-
abouts.
Before Lucy's fate was made known to me I was proud
to think that I had had such control over myself, but now
I was ashamed and repentant. I saw in my mindVeye the
unhappy girl falling into misery, perhaps shame, hating my
memory as the primary cause of her trouble. This incident

